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	1. Hogwarts Express Part 1

_Hooray, a new story I'll have to update! Miss Pookamonga and I were going to collaborate but it didn't go anywhere and I wanted to do something with all I'd written. So this is a series of one-shots about the How to Train Your Dragon kids (plus Heather) at Hogwarts. I apologize if it's a little dialogue heavy.  
><em>

_~KateMarie999_

**The Hogwarts Express Part 1**

Hiccup Horrendous Haddock III was nervous. New surroundings had a tendency to have that effect on him. And nowhere was this more obvious than it was at 10:43 that morning at Platform 9 ¾. His father had offered to walk him to the train but Hiccup wasn't a baby; he could do it on his own. So he had said goodbye and squeezed his eyes shut as he entered through the barrier, something he had seen an older boy do mere seconds before.

Now he almost wished his father had joined him. The hustle and bustle of the other witches and wizards around him was beginning to make him feel very small. Smaller than normal, anyway. He looked around and his eyes became wide as if he wanted to take in as much as possible. Some of the kids already had their school robes on, creating black patches in his vision as they crowded together. There were owls and cats and toads all over the place, some in cages and some roaming freely. Several older students were bellowing orders to the younger ones (and even a few peers). Families were hugging their children and some, including a little red haired girl he spotted, were even crying as they let their children and siblings go.

"Stupid, useless piece of crap!"

He turned his head toward the noise and spotted a blonde girl around his age angrily kicking her trunk. Overwhelmed with curiosity, he ambled over to her, feeling that he should at least introduce himself to this stranger so that he might have one acquaintance in the wizarding world.

"Uhh… hello." he said timidly.

"WHAT?" she shouted. "What is it?"

Perhaps this wasn't such a good idea. Hiccup took a few steps back in alarm.

"Do you need some help?" he asked.

The girl looked him up and down. "No! Well yes but I don't think you can do it."

Hiccup smiled in what he hoped was a friendly manner. "I could probably do a bit better than you right about now. Come on, let me help." He extended a hand.

The girl stared at him for a moment, looking slightly surprised at this gesture. Then she crossed her arms and gave him a smug smile.

"Fine. I'm sure you _could _put this stupid thing on the compartment better than me, mister toothpick." she said, staring in a way that made Hiccup feel a bit uncomfortable.

Regretting the mess he had gotten himself into, he grabbed the handles of the trunk and pulled upwards. It lifted about a foot in the air before his strength ran out and he dropped it.

"Good grief, what's in this thing? Bricks?" he grunted.

The girl looked at the ground. "Just a few trinkets from home…" she said quietly.

Hiccup had to wonder what kind of trinkets to which she was referring but the skulls on her skirt dissuaded him from voicing this question.

"Well don't just stand there; I can't get this on the train by myself." he said, gesturing to indicate that he wanted her help.

The smug smile returned to her face. "I knew it."

Hiccup rolled his eyes. "I wasn't _challenging_ you. I just wanted to offer you some help."

"Oh…" the girl said awkwardly, staring at the ground once more.

A second later, both children managed to get the trunk into the compartment. The girl turned to face him and stuck out her hand.

"I'm Astrid Hofferson." she said, grabbing his hand.

"Hiccup Haddock." he said as he tried not to wince at the amount of pressuring she was placing on his hand.

Astrid laughed. "Do all wizards have such funny names? I had some guy named Hagrid take me to Diagon Alley."

Hiccup shook his head. "No. Well not that I know of. My parents are Muggles."

She looked rather relieved. "So are mine. So you're new to this whole being a wizard thing?"

He nodded. "Pretty much. My dad thought it was a joke. He even called the postal service. They were pretty confused."

"My parents thought it was a joke too but when Hagrid showed up, they figured out pretty fast that it wasn't." she said, smiling fondly at the memory.

"Yeah. But you know, it kind of makes sense. I've had a few things happen that I can't explain. Of course saying it was magic still sounds pretty stupid." he shrugged.

"It really does. I guess we'll have to get used to it." She turned toward the train. "Do you want to find a compartment?"

"Sure!" he blurted out, pleased at having made a friend this soon. "Together?" he asked, making sure.

"Nah, I just thought I'd ask you if you were planning on looking for a compartment so I could get away from you."

Hiccup looked down at his feet. "Oh…"

Astrid suddenly punched him in the shoulder very hard.

"Oww… why would you do that?" he asked irritably, rubbing his shoulder.

She laughed. "I was joking. Can't you take a joke?"

Hiccup rolled his eyes. "Yeah… usually… especially when they're at my expense."

Astrid suddenly grabbed his arm and yanked him toward the train. "Come on, if we don't hurry up, everywhere will be full!"

"Wha… okay." Hiccup said as he allowed her to pull him into the train.

They looked in each compartment but were dismayed to find every single one of them full of eager students. They decided on the compartment that contained a pudgy blonde boy, about their age, with his nose in one of their textbooks.

"You don't mind if we sit here, do you?" Astrid phrased this as a question but she still sat down and pulled Hiccup down next to her.

"Yeah, sure, go ahead." said the boy, not looking up from his book.

They sat in awkward silence for a while. Hiccup and Astrid noticed that the stranger seemed quite nervous about something. His eyes were wide and he looked as though he was watching a horror movie.

"I didn't know our textbooks were so terrifying." Astrid quipped.

"What?" the boy paused for a moment, trying to figure out what she had meant. "Oh. No they're not so scary. Well most of them aren't. But I heard that as soon as we get there, we're going to get tested and how we do on that test is going to affect our entire lives at school. I didn't know there was a test! What if I fail and get placed in remedial classes and can't get a good career?"

Astrid and Hiccup exchanged looks. The girl raised her eyebrow.

"I don't think that's what's going to happen." Hiccup assured his future classmate. "Who told you this?"

"Some redheaded twins and another guy in dreadlocks." the boy replied.

Astrid couldn't keep her giggle down any longer. "I think we'd have heard if there was such a test." she said through her laughter.

"Really?" asked the boy, looking up at her.

"Look around. You don't see any other first years studying like mad. At the very least, you'll be the most prepared." Hiccup said, gesturing to the other compartments.

"Oh." the boy smiled. "I feel much better now. I'm Fishlegs."

"What is up with the weird wizard names? Will no one tell me?" Astrid blurted out. Both boys stared at her for a moment before she sheepishly averted their gaze. "I'm Astrid."

"So weren't you looking forward to this moment all your life? The best wizarding school in the world and we're all on our way!" Fishlegs squealed.

"Actually, Hiccup and I didn't know we were magical until we got our letters." Astrid told him.

"Oh. Sorry, I didn't think of that."

Hiccup waved off the apology. "It's okay. Are we going to be far behind everyone else?"

"Probably not. Lots of people are Muggle-born. And even people from wizarding families don't actually have experience doing any magic; they're not allowed until they get to school." Fishlegs explained, slowly closing his textbook.

"You're from a wizarding family?" Astrid asked.

"Sort of. My dad's a Squib; mom's a Muggle-born witch. So technically I'm half-blood." Fishlegs said, the textbook now laying forgotten on his lap.

Hiccup raised an eyebrow. "A… Squib?"

"Non-magical person born into a magical family. He doesn't seem to mind though. He's a science professor at Oxford." Fishlegs looked rather proud at this statement.

Suddenly, the compartment door was flung open by another boy, about their age, with dark hair and a rough look about him. Hiccup and Fishlegs felt slightly apprehensive about this new person before he even opened his mouth.

"Man, everywhere is full." the boy complained in a gruff voice.

"You can sit here." Astrid offered.

The boy looked at Hiccup and Fishlegs with narrowed eyes. "Well…"

"There's plenty of room." Astrid added.

The boy sighed. "Okay but just for a minute."

He roughly pushed Fishlegs over as he sat down across from Hiccup and Astrid. For a moment, they awkwardly stared at each other.

"I'm Snotlout." the boy said at last, hoping to diffuse the tension.

Fishlegs and Hiccup introduced themselves.

"Seriously? No one is going to question the weird wizard names? No one?" Astrid blurted out.

Hiccup gave Astrid an amused glance before looking back at Snotlout. "So Snotlout, are you from a wizarding family?"

Snotlout leaned back on the seat, putting his feet up on the seat across from them. "Oh yeah. The Jorgensons go way back."

"So is there a test to get into Hogwarts that will change the course of our academic careers forever?" Fishlegs asked, staring at Snotlout as though expecting the boy to explode at any moment.

"He's _still _going on about that stupid test?" Astrid whispered to Hiccup.

Snotlout laughed. "If there was, it's not a very hard test. My Uncle Leo got in and he's an idiot. Ended up in Hufflepuff!"

Astrid raised an eyebrow. "What's that, the land of the fairies?"

Snotlout shook his head, looking very amused at this comment. "No it's a House at Hogwarts. There are four of them… no one's told you about that?"

"My mom said she was a Ravenclaw." Fishlegs piped up.

Snotlout gave him a long glance. "That sounds about right." he turned back to Hiccup and Astrid. "Both my parents were in Slytherin. Yep, I'm probably going to go there too. I hear that's where all the best parties are.

"Slytherin… Hufflepuff… Ravenclaw… why aren't you questioning the weird wizarding names now, Astrid?" Hiccup nudged the girl in the ribs.

Astrid sighed. "I figured I wasn't going to get a straight answer."

"Gryffindor is supposed to be the most prestigious house but I hope I'm in Ravenclaw too. My mom's really smart." said Fishlegs, leaning forward in excitement.

BANG!

Something slammed against the door of the compartment. The children looked at each other for a few seconds before opening the compartment door and looking into the hallway. A blonde boy with rather long hair was lying against the door, rubbing his head. A blonde girl in braids was standing over him and laughing at him.

"I told you I could do that!" the girl chortled.

"You didn't use your wand!" the boy exclaimed.

"I didn't say I was gonna use my wand!" the girl kicked him in the shin.

Hiccup paused, wondering if it was wise to intervene. "What are you doing?" he asked them.

"I told Tuff I could make him fly across the hall." the girl said with glee.

The boy got up, looking mildly annoyed but otherwise unhurt. The girl continued to laugh.

"Hey, the train's going to start moving any second now. Do you want to sit in our compartment?" Astrid offered.

"What?" asked Hiccup and Fishlegs in unison, both turning to look at her.

"Sure!" said the girl.

The compartment was beginning to get rather crowded but they all squeezed in together. Once they had finished introducing themselves (the girl introduced herself as Ruffnut and the boy, her brother, as Tuffnut), Astrid looked rather disgruntled but didn't make a comment.

"So like, when are we going to learn how to blow things up?" Tuffnut asked as the train finally began to move.

"Fourth year, I think." Fishlegs replied.

"Well then what's the point of going to school until then if we're not gonna blow things up?" Ruffnut ejaculated.

"What's the _point_?" Fishlegs asked, looking scandalized.

"Here we go…" Snotlout said, rolling his eyes and trying to ignore the tirade from Fishlegs.

"We're on our way to the most prestigious and well-respected school of witchcraft and wizardry ever and you're asking what's the point?" Fishlegs exclaimed.

"Well… yeah." said Ruffnut.

"Well for starters, there's our education to think about and how it will get us into a good career when we graduate." Fishlegs explained.

"Oh… I just wanted to play Quidditch." Ruffnut shrugged.

"_Quidditch_?"

"Quidditch?" asked Astrid and Hiccup.

"Only the best sport ever!" Tuffnut shouted in excitement.

"There's a sport?" Astrid asked, looking interested.

Ruffnut, Tuffnut, and Snotlout began to explain the rules of Quidditch. Hiccup and Astrid had just about begun to understand the rules of the game when the compartment slid open once more to reveal a slim, dark haired girl.

"Oh… I didn't mean to interrupt." she said, beginning to slide the door closed again.

"You weren't interrupting." said Hiccup, who was beginning to get tired of all the Quidditch talk.

"Oh okay. Is it all right if I sit here? I was in this other compartment but the girl in that one was talking the entire time about how she memorized her textbooks." The girl said in one breath.

"What's wrong with that?" asked Fishlegs.

"Nothing. It was just getting boring." she replied.

"You can sit here." Hiccup said, scooting over so there was room for her next to where he was sitting.

"Oh good." she said, sitting down next to him. "I'm Heather."

"Finally!" Astrid blurted out.

Heather turned to look at her.

"Never mind. I'm Astrid."

The others introduced themselves.

"So Heather, I think I've heard of you. Heather Whitman?" Snotlout asked.

"How did you…"

"My dad works at the ministry with a Scott Whitman. I think he mentioned a daughter named Heather."

Astrid sighed. "Looks like it's just Hiccup and me that are completely new to this."

"You'll get used to it really fast. At least, that's what my mom said." Heather explained.

For the next few minutes, the children discussed their families and what they had heard about the school. Hiccup leaned back on his chair. He had never expected to meet this many people at once but now he was here, he was starting to feel like Hogwarts might not be so bad after all.


	2. Hogwarts Express Part 2

_Hey, just so you know, this is in an AU with a bunch of Hogwarts kids from the Harry Potter series all in their year. I decided it would be more fun if you all read about the characters you actually like instead of new ones. Voldemort doesn't exist in this story so Harry Potter is just another kid. Which is okay because he's not integral to these one-shots anyway. Elements from the books will be included, including the Sorcerer's Stone or the Chamber of Secrets but most of it is just drabbles._

_~KateMarie999_

**Hogwarts Express Part 2**

For a few minutes, Hiccup leaned back and allowed himself to simply listen to the conversation that was ensuing among the six other future classmates on the train. He had never been very popular in school and was surprised to find himself among such a large group so soon. He looked over at Astrid and noticed that she seemed to be doing the same thing. Fishlegs and Snotlout were having an argument about the prestige of Slytherin versus Ravenclaw. Ruffnut and Tuffnut were ignoring everyone else and poking each other. Hiccup wondered why they bothered sitting next to each other at all but they seemed slightly dangerous so he wasn't about to ask. Heather was watching everyone with an amused expression.

A few minutes later, an old woman opened the compartment door.

"Anything off the trolley, dears?" she asked in a very gentle voice.

Astrid and Hiccup stared at the trolley. It seemed to be covered in food of some sort but they couldn't figure out what sort of food it was. They had never seen anything like it.

"Is that… candy?" Astrid ventured, peering at the strange objects in front of her.

Now that she had voiced this question, the objects did rather look like oddly wrapped candy. Hiccup was glad for the clarification when Snotlout assured her that her assumption was correct. Hiccup spotted a section of wrapped candies that seemed to be moving.

"Chocolate frogs… they're not real frogs, are they?" he asked, not putting anything past the strange world to which he was still quite unaccustomed.

"No, stupid, they'd taste disgusting." Ruffnut said, poking him in the ribs.

"I think we should get a little of everything. You know, so Hiccup and Astrid can try it all." Fishlegs said, getting out a bit of money from his pocket.

"Awesome!" chorused Snotlout and Tuffnut.

The candy wasn't very expensive when it was split seven ways. Hiccup was handed a box of Bertie Bott's Every Flavor Beans and Astrid was handed a small pile of Chocolate Frogs.

"So this frog thing comes with a card." She said, holding it up so Hiccup could see. "Albus… Dumbledore. Who's he?"

He's Headmaster of Hogwarts! He's supposed to be a genius!" Fishlegs exclaimed excitedly, snatching the card out of her hands.

"Oh. He's old." Astrid said, rather disgruntled at not having the card anymore.

"Old… but brilliant. I can't wait to meet him. I have a hundred questions for him!"

"Only a hundred? I figured you'd get up to the thousands before you ran out of breath." Snotlout said to the twins, who laughed.

Fishlegs was about to make a comment when Hiccup began to choke on the handful of beans he'd put in his mouth.

"ACK!" he shouted, spitting them into his hand.

Snotlout and the twins began to laugh uproariously. Hiccup continued to spit into his hand.

"What's so funny?" he asked.

"You got the Every Flavor Beans!" Ruffnut giggled.

"So?" asked Astrid.

"They mean every flavor. Looks like you got a pepper flavored one." Tuffnut explained, pointing to a half chewed gray bean in Hiccup's hand.

"And coffee!" Ruffnut added.

"And crab apple!" Tuffnut supplied.

"I think this one's ketchup." Snotlout said, pointing to a red bean.

"Ew!" Astrid exclaimed with a grimace.

"Does anyone else want these? I don't think I can take it…" Hiccup said shakily.

Tuffnut immediately grabbed the Every Flavor Beans out of Hiccup's hand and tossed him a package of something called Fizzing Whizzbees. The male twin dug around in the box until he pulled out a gold bean.

"Oh cool, I think this one's earwax flavored!" he announced.

"Ew!" Ruffnut shouted. "Let me try it!"

"No!"

The twins began fighting over the bean. Hiccup watched with amusement until he popped a Fizzing Whizzbee into his mouth and began to float over the seats.

"Gah! Now I'm floating! Someone get me down!" he cried, grabbing at the ceiling and trying to push himself back down.

Astrid burst out laughing. She grabbed his ankle and lowered him to his seat. She and Heather held onto him until the candy's effects had worn off.

"What is up with this candy?" Hiccup asked, feeling a bit dazed.

"Apparently you!" Snotlout joked, causing the twins to laugh once more.

"Very funny. Fizzing Whizzbees are supposed to do that, Hiccup. It's not dangerous." Heather explained, glaring at Snotlout and the twins. "Where did you get those? I didn't see any on the trolley." she asked Tuffnut.

"I brought them from home. I knew I was going to be able to fool some Muggle-born into taking one." Tuffnut said as the laughter from the, most likely, future Slytherins continued.

"From now on, I'm not going to eat anything unless I ask about it first." said Hiccup, shaking his head.

"That's probably a good idea. Here. Cauldron Cakes are harmless. So are Pumpkin Pasties." Heather handed him the packages.

Hiccup gave the Cauldron Cake a suspicious look before nibbling on it. He smiled as he realized that he would not have any adverse effects to this particular snack.

"I want to try one of those Jelly Slugs." Astrid said, grabbing a package from Fishlegs' lap.

Hiccup looked disgusted. Astrid, upon looking at his face, looked down at the package.

"They're not _real_ slugs… right?" she asked.

"No, they're not real. I think there's a Muggle version called Gummy Worms." Fishlegs said, watching her tear open the package.

"I don't think slugs would taste very good." Hiccup took a bite of a Pumpkin Pasty.

"They don't. I came across a slug-flavored bean once." Snotlout said, sticking out his tongue in disgust.

"Awesome! I wonder if there's one in this batch!" Ruffnut exclaimed, digging around in the Every Flavor Beans.

Just then, the compartment door opened once more. A girl with loads of bushy brown hair and rather large front teeth stood there, looking rather huffy.

"Has anyone seen a toad? A boy named Neville's lost one." she said in a bossy sort of voice.

"No, sorry." said Hiccup.

"All right. Well if you see one, let me know. He's quite distraught. I've spoken to the conductor and he says we'll be there soon so I think it's about time you got changed into your robes." the girl announced.

"Thanks for letting us know, Hermione." Heather smiled at the girl and Hiccup could instantly tell that this was probably the girl to which she had been referring. She seemed like the sort of person who would have memorized her textbooks.

The girl named Hermione left. Fishlegs began to hyperventilate.

"We're almost there? Oh no… I'm starting to get stressed again." Fishlegs squeaked.

"It's okay. Take deep breaths." Heather said, placing a hand on his shoulder.

"This is going to be a_ long_ year." Snotlout muttered to the twins.

"I think we should get into our robes." said Hiccup. "Ladies first?"

Snotlout and Fishlegs agreed to this. Tuffnut, however, hung back for a second.

"You can't stay here, you're not a lady." He said to his sister, who punched him in the jaw.

The boys walked out of the compartment until the girls were finished changing. Then they switched places. Hiccup stared at the segment of his robe where he was supposed to have the House label sewn once he was Sorted. He wondered where he was going to end up. The Express stopped with a jolt and Fishlegs began to panic again. The girls entered the compartment once more.

"We're here! Is my robe on straight?" Fishlegs asked, grabbing Hiccup's wrist with a very firm grip.

Hiccup winced. "You look fine!"

"Our academic careers begin right here right now! I don't think I can take the pressure!" Fishlegs whined.

"Remember what Heather said… take deep breaths." Hiccup said, trying to get his wrist out of the other boy's grasp.

Fishlegs began to hyperventilate.

"Deep breaths, Fishlegs! Deep breaths!" Astrid reminded him.

But even Hiccup was beginning to feel nervous. Here they were at Hogwarts. His home for the next few months. Would he like it there? As the rest of the first years filed out of the door, his heart began to race. There was no turning back now.


	3. The Sorting

_I realize that some of you may disagree with my placements but I really think that, for one, all four Houses should be represented and two, each character fits each House perfectly. In fact, the most recent episode of Defenders of Berk definitely convinced me I was right about Hiccup. But I won't give it away quite yet!_

_Also this is the longest chapter I've ever written for anything!_

_~KateMarie999_

**The Sorting**

"Firs' years this way! Firs' years come with me!" shouted a booming voice.

Hiccup, Astrid, Fishlegs, Snotlout, Heather, and the twins exited the train and traveled in the direction of the voice. A very large man was standing there with a lantern in his hand.

"Ahh hello, Astrid!" he said jovially when he saw their group.

"Hi, Hagrid." Astrid replied.

Hiccup stared up at the giant man in front of him. He had always thought his father was awfully large but Stoick would have been dwarfed by this massive person. However, despite his size, the man called Hagrid had a very gentle way about him, so unlike Hiccup's father. Hiccup felt comfortable following him.

"Please tell me we don't need to bring our trunks." he said once they had gotten closer.

"Leave 'em. Someone'll come through and pick 'em up." Hagrid replied, waving in the general direction of the trunks.

"Thank goodness." said Hiccup, glad that he wouldn't have to try and lift Astrid's trunk again.

Once the other first years had showed up, Hagrid took their group to a lake where there were several boats docked. He patiently waited as the children climbed into the boats. The twins, Snotlout, and a blonde boy none of them had met got into a boat next to the one containing Hiccup, Fishlegs, Astrid, and Heather. After waiting for the other boats to be occupied, they finally shoved off.

A few minutes later, Hiccup finally got his first glimpse at Hogwarts. He gasped; he wasn't sure what he was expecting but somehow, the castle seemed ever larger and more mysterious than his wildest dreaming. Huge turrets reached toward the sky. The moon and the stars made it look as if it was actually glowing. But the thing that surprised Hiccup the most was that the castle was so _big_. He had never seen any building even close to that size. Without knowing how he knew, he could tell that this castle would be his second home. He heard Astrid gasp next to him.

"There it is!" Fishlegs squeaked.

"It's huge!" Astrid breathed, holding up her lantern to give them an even better look.

"It would have to be to house a thousand magical students and have room to spare for classrooms!" Fishlegs gushed, trembling with excitement.

"I bet it's bigger on the inside." said Snotlout, crossing his arms but still unable to hide the look of wonder that had crossed his features.

"Oh it doesn't have to be!" Fishlegs exclaimed.

They traveled in silence for the next few minutes. Hiccup didn't want anyone to ruin this moment for him. His heart was beginning to race. He couldn't believe he was actually here at Hogwarts, that it hadn't been some insane dream or hallucination.

They finally docked and began to clamber out of the boats. A stern looking witch stood in front of them. Her dark hair was in a tight bun and she had a small smile on her face. She gave Hiccup the feeling that she wasn't someone to be crossed but also that she wasn't necessarily unfriendly.

"Thank you, Hagrid." she said curtly, nodding to the large man. "I shall take it from here."

Hagrid smiled at the woman and helped some of the stragglers out of the boats so that they could catch up to the rest of their classmates. The woman led the first years up a flight of stairs leading to a huge set of double doors. She turned to face them and waited until they had all quieted down.

She began to explain some of the rules. She told them to walk in a line and to behave themselves. She told them about the four Houses at Hogwarts: Gryffindor, Ravenclaw, Hufflepuff, and Slytherin. Hiccup was glad that at least what he had heard was correct. A round faced boy was reunited with his toad just as the woman pushed open the doors to the Great Hall.

Hiccup thought he couldn't possibly be surprised by anything anymore but he was mistaken. It was as if the Great Hall extended into the sky. Candles hovered above the tables. Hundreds of students turned to look at them, making Hiccup feel rather shy.

"Woah! They forgot to build the ceiling!" exclaimed Tuffnut.

"No, it's enchanted to look that way. I read about it in _Hogwarts: A History_." said the bossy girl named Hermione.

"She takes the fun out of everything." Snotlout muttered to Ruffnut.

Once they reached the front of the Hall (which took a lot longer than Hiccup thought it would have), the woman turned to face them with a large roll of parchment. She stared at the dirty, tattered hat that had just been placed on the table by Hagrid.

Suddenly, a rip at the brim opened wide and the hat began to sing about the different Houses. _(A/N: I'm sorry I'm not going into detail about this but I just don't think anyone cares all that much. Plus, you really, REALLY don't want me writing any poetry. It won't be pretty)_ The students clapped and cheered when the hat finished singing.

The woman stepped forward and began to read off the parchment.

"Abbott, Hannah!" she shouted in a clear voice so that everyone could hear.

A small girl standing just in front of Hiccup stepped forward and placed the Sorting Hat on top of her head. There was absolute silence in the hall for a few seconds. And then…

"HUFFLEPUFF!" shouted the Hat.

A table decked in yellow and black burst into applause as the girl took off the Hat and walked over to them, smiling and looking rather relieved.

"Bones, Susan!"

The first years parted to allow a red haired girl with a plait down her back to come forward and put on the Hat.

"HUFFLEPUFF!" the Hat bellowed again.

On and on the Sorting went. Terry Boot became the first new Ravenclaw and Hiccup heard Fishlegs clapping as the small boy sat down at the blue and bronze table. Lavender Brown became the first new Gryffindor and he noticed that the table decked in red and gold applauded her this time. Which left only the silver and green table, the one Hiccup figured must have been the Slytherin one. Sure enough, when Millicent Bulstrode was Sorted into Slytherin, they cheered for her as the rather large girl sat down.

"Faustino, Dagur!" the witch called a few minutes later.

A large boy Hiccup hadn't noticed pushed him out of the way and he nearly fell onto Astrid. Blushing furiously, he caught himself. Dagur Faustino placed the Hat onto his head and waited. Hiccup had a very bad feeling about this particular classmate. He couldn't place his finger on _why_, exactly, but he knew that he and Dagur would certainly not be friends. He also knew that he was going to attempt to avoid the larger boy whenever possible.

"SLYTHERIN!" shouted the Hat.

A few minutes later, Hermione Granger was Sorted into Gryffindor, which seemed to surprise Fishlegs. But Hiccup was beginning to feel very apprehensive. Sure enough… 

"Haddock, Hiccup!"

There were a few giggles at the mention of his name. Hiccup was used to this. Trembling slightly, he stepped forward and placed the large Hat on his head. It fell over his eyes, plunging him into darkness. There was an odd silence once the Hat fell onto his head, as though someone had muted the audience. Hiccup was just beginning to feel very uncomfortable when he suddenly heard a quiet voice in his head.

"_Ahh, very difficult. I see a strong thirst to prove yourself. And a good mind, that shall serve you well. So where shall I put you?"_

Hiccup jumped and hoped that no one would see it.

"_It's all right, dear boy. Your secrets are safe with me. I can see that you most certainly would not like to be placed in Slytherin. You, like others before you, seem to think they look awfully hostile. Not to worry, I think ruling out Slytherin is for the best. I can see that your kindness and your friendship is your strength. Hold onto that, Hiccup."_

"Umm… thank you." thought Hiccup, feeling awfully silly.

He heard what sounded like a laugh. _"You're very welcome._ HUFFLEPUFF!" the Hat shouted.

Feeling incredibly relieved, Hiccup took the Hat off of his head and walked in the direction of the yellow and black table. He sat down next to a boy named Justin Finch-Fletchley and continued to watch the Sorting.

"Hofferson, Astrid!"

Astrid felt rather tense. She wasn't sure why she felt so nervous but she couldn't push down the feeling. Assuming what she hoped was a confident stance, she strode onto the stand and placed the Hat on her head.

"_Hmm… lots of wit and intelligence. There's also quite a bit of ambition. You want so dearly to prove yourself, that will serve you well but I must warn you, your self esteem will take a hit if you continue to go down this path."_

"Oh really?" Astrid challenged, feeling ridiculous but also slightly indignant.

"_There's no need to get defensive. I am only offering some advice which you are free to ignore. That being said, what I see most is your strength and your chivalry... _GRYFFINDOR!"

Astrid felt quite a bit better once she took off the Hat and placed it on the stool. She walked over to the Gryffindor table and sat down next to Lavender, hoping that Hermione wouldn't engage her in conversation. Hiccup enthusiastically applauded but then caught the looks he was getting from his fellow Hufflepuffs. He sheepishly stopped.

"Ingerman, Fishlegs!"

Fishlegs was trembling all over, both from excitement and nerves, when he finally sat down and placed the Hat on his head.

"_A brilliant mind, I see. If you work as you should, you will go very far._ RAVENCLAW!" the Hat shouted.

Fishlegs grinned and placed the Hat back on the stool, making his way to the Ravenclaw table. Hiccup smiled and applauded quietly, glad that his new friend had gotten what he wanted.

"Jorgenson, Snotlout!"

Snotlout marched forward and immediately placed the Hat on his head.

"_It's rare that I see those with the ambition you have. Always the winner. However, I sense that you are going to have to learn how to accept defeat once in a while._ SLYTHERIN!"

Snotlout rolled his eyes at the Hat's assessment and bounded over to the Slytherin table. Once again, Hiccup was glad the larger boy got what he had wanted.

"Longbottom, Neville!" became a Gryffindor (which Hiccup thought was funny considering this was the same round faced boy who had lost his toad).

An odd looking girl named Luna Lovegood became a Ravenclaw. Finally, a boy named Ernie Macmillan became a Hufflepuff and Hiccup was allowed to applaud him. He liked offering encouragement. The blonde boy who had ridden in the boat with Snotlout and the twins was named Draco Malfoy and he was also placed in Slytherin. A set of identical twins were Sorted into Gryffindor and Ravenclaw. A dark haired boy with glasses named Harry Potter became a Gryffindor and sat down on the other side of Astrid. An unpleasant looking boy named Zacharias Smith became a Hufflepuff and Hiccup had the feeling he wasn't going to like this boy much. After Dean Thomas became a Gryffindor, it was finally Ruffnut's turn.

When she heard her name, she raced forward and jammed the hat on her head.

"_Oh my… yes I know just what to do with you!_ SLYTHERIN!" the Hat bellowed.

Ruffnut immediately raced forward to sit with the Slytherins, looking pleased at her placement. Tuffnut was called forward seconds later.

"_Another Thorston? Very well then…_ SLYTHERIN!"

Tuffnut went to join his sister at the Slytherin table. A girl with bubblegum pink hair named Nymphadora Tonks became a Hufflepuff and immediately sat down next to Hiccup for some reason. He felt a little bit uncomfortable but at least the girl looked friendly. A boy called Ronald Weasley became a Gryffindor. Finally, Heather was called.

"_Now this is an interesting conundrum. While you are definitely cunning, your intelligence is your greatest strength. You would doubtlessly do well in Slytherin but I sense that it is not your best placement. Therefore, I feel you would be best suited for _RAVENCLAW!"

Heather joined Fishlegs at the Ravenclaw table as Hiccup quietly applauded her.

A very old man with a long white beard stood up, looking ecstatic at the prospect of greeting the new students. Astrid recognized him from the Chocolate Frog card as Professor Dumbledore.

"Welcome! Welcome to a new year at Hogwarts. I have a few beginning of term announcements for you… but they can wait. Tuck in!" said the Headmaster, sitting down just as the plates on the tables filled themselves with delicious looking food.

Hiccup immediately began to eat. He wasn't sure why he was so hungry; perhaps his trembling had worked off all the calories of the snacks earlier that day.

"Your name is… Hiccup?" asked the girl with the pink hair next to him.

"Uhh… yeah. Nymphadora?" Hiccup ventured.

The girl looked furious. "Tonks! My name is Tonks! Don't you _ever_ call me Nymphadora!" she shouted.

Hiccup backed away from her, putting up his hands. "Okay, okay! I'm sorry!"

"That goes for all of you." said Tonks, pointing to her fellow classmates who looked rather intimidated.

"Umm… so you're new here too?" Hiccup asked.

Tonks gave him an exasperated look. "Well you saw me get sorted, didn't you?"

He nodded. "Yeah… stupid question, sorry."

She smiled. "It's okay. You're allowed to ask stupid questions. I'll give you all the stupid answers you want."

He was beginning to warm up to her quite nicely. "So you're from a magical family?"

She nodded. "Yeah I am. My dad's Muggle-born but my mom's family goes way back, like, as far back as there are records. But since she married my dad, she's disinherited." she said rather matter-of-factly.

Hiccup put down his fork with a clatter. "Disinherited? For marrying a Muggle-born?"

"Oh yeah. Gotta keep the bloodline pure! Don't worry; I don't buy into all that junk. But steer clear of the Slytherins. They live for that stuff." Tonks rolled her eyes.

"I don't know about that. Three of the people I met on the train got Sorted into Slytherin and they didn't seem like that." he shrugged.

"Yeah, I mean they're not all like that. Just most of them. Not us Hufflepuffs though!" she smiled. "My mom's going to be so proud."

"Not all purebloods are idiots, you know. My aunt works at the Ministry and she says that Muggle-borns are every bit as powerful as purebloods." said the girl named Susan Bones.

"Well that's nice to know." Hiccup said, nodding in her direction.

At the Ravenclaw table, Fishlegs still seemed rather nervous.

"I've memorized every one of the textbooks but I'm not sure it'll be enough." he said, not touching his food.

"Relax, Fishlegs. Eat, stop panicking. You don't see anyone else panicking. Look at that girl; she's as calm as can be." Heather pointed to the girl with dirty blonde hair across from them.

Fishlegs looked over at the girl. He thought she looked awfully strange but wasn't about to say that out loud.

"I saw her get sorted. Luna Lovegood."

The girl stared at him with her protuberant eyes. "Yes?"

Fishlegs looked a bit embarrassed but pretended that he'd meant to get her attention. "I'm Fishlegs. This here's Heather."

Luna nodded. "Yes, I saw you get sorted. You looked awfully nervous. I don't know why. It didn't hurt a bit. It was rather pleasant."

Heather smiled now that the tension seemed to have receded slightly. "See? You've been worried for nothing."

Luna turned her large eyes to face Heather. "Oh I wouldn't say that."

"What?" asked Fishlegs.

"This place is infested with Wrackspurts. I suppose that makes sense, this being a school." Luna explained quite seriously.

Heather paused for a moment seemingly speechless. "What are Wrackspurts?" she asked very slowly.

"They're invisible. They float around and go into your head through your ears and make your brain go all fuzzy." Luna said, unblinkingly gazing at Heather and making the girl feel quite uncomfortable.

"I've never heard of them." Fishlegs said, his brows furrowed as he tried to remember coming across a mention of them in his reading.

Luna turned to look at him. "That's because they're invisible. Not many people believe in what they can't see."

Heather rolled her eyes. "And you do?"

"Oh yes. Our world is a lot bigger and much more mysterious than it seems." Luna said in a voice that could best be described as somewhat ethereal. She looked down at Fishlegs' plate. "Are you going to eat anything or are you saving your food for later?"

Fishlegs followed her gaze and stared at his food for a few seconds. "Oh…" he said and began to eat.

"So I take it you read the Quibbler?" Heather asked Luna, pointing at her with her fork.

"My father is the editor." Luna said in a slightly more businesslike tone.

Heather chuckled. "That explains a lot."

Luna raised her nearly invisible eyebrows. "Does it?"

"Never mind." Heather said quickly, pointedly looking down at her food.

At the Gryffindor table, Astrid was engaging Hermione in conversation.

"So I've been wanting to ask this for a while but why does just about everyone in the wizarding world have such weird names?"

Hermione looked thoughtful for a moment. "I wouldn't say they're weird names but I think it's a cultural thing. I was reading that wizards like to give their children symbolic or historical names."

"You read a lot." Astrid placed her head on her left hand. "Do you ever get up and do anything."

"Of course I do. Exercise is very important. And I'm rather fond of knitting. In fact, I can teach you, if you like." Hermione looked rather excited.

Astrid was saved the trouble of answering by a tall red haired boy sitting next to the bushy haired girl.

"I don't believe we've met. My name is Percy Weasley." He said pompously, shaking her hand. "Are you excited about your new classes? I overheard you talking about them on the train."

Astrid breathed a sigh of relief as Hermione began to talk to this older student instead of her. Hermione had been going on for ages about this book she had read about the history of Hogwarts. It was interesting… for a few seconds. Astrid looked around and spotted two more redheads, identical twins by the looks of things, sauntering over to her side of the table, obviously in search of some sort of food. She suddenly remembered something Fishlegs had said on the train.

"Are you the twins who told Fishlegs there would be a really hard test at the beginning of term?" she asked them when they came close enough to hear her.

Both boys burst out laughing. Astrid scowled and smacked the closest one on the arm. The twin she had hit looked surprised at her strength.

"Oww, what was that for?" he asked indignantly, rubbing his upper arm.

"For sending Fishlegs into a panic attack, for one." she snapped.

The other twin sighed in exasperation. "There's no need to get violent, it was just a laugh."

Astrid rolled her eyes. "Sure it was." she said sarcastically.

"Are you going to use your fists every time someone tries to have any fun around here?" asked the injured twin.

"I just might." she said with a small smile.

"Come on, George. We don't want to hang out with anyone mental." Said the uninjured twin as he and his brother began to turn away.

"I'll show _you_ who's mental!" Astrid bellowed, standing up and lunging at them.

Hermione grabbed her arm. "No! You'll get us in trouble!"

Astrid stared at the girl for a second and realized that she was right. She reluctantly sat back down.

"Fine. You guys better watch your back." Astrid glowered at them.

"Oh I'm so scared!" shouted the uninjured twin.

"Look at me, I'm trembling!" cackled the other.

The twins walked back over to their seats. Astrid turned her head to see yet another redhead staring at her, his mouth slightly open.

"What are you looking at?" she asked him.

"Nothing… it's just I've never seen anyone threaten Fred and George like that. I would be extra careful if I were you." said the boy, who Astrid now remembered was named Ron.

"You're related to them, aren't you?" she asked him, now seeing the resemblance.

The tips of Ron's ears turned slightly pink. "Yeah. Which is why I know you're in trouble now."

Astrid chortled. "I'll take my chances."

Ron looked at the black haired boy next to him. "They're right; she is mental." he muttered.

The dinner finally disappeared and was replaced with desserts. At the Slytherin table, the blonde boy called Draco Malfoy was gesticulating wildly.

"My father says it's a crime that first years aren't allowed their own broomsticks." He drawled.

"Woah… your father talks a lot." said Tuffnut, his eyes widening as he stared at the boy.

"What?" Malfoy asked, suddenly confused.

"All you talk about is what your father talks about." Tuffnut explained as he raised his eyebrows.

"Yeah, what does he do? Sit you down and lecture you?" Snotlout added with a snicker.

Malfoy looked indignant. "No…"

"Then why do you talk about it so much?" asked Ruffnut.

Malfoy seemed to have no response to this for a second. Then… "My father's on the school board. He can make a difference if he wants to."

Snotlout rolled his eyes. "So why tell us all this? Do you think _we_ can change anything?"

Malfoy made a funny sort of grunting noise. He crinkled his nose in disgust. "Crabbe, Goyle, come on. I don't like the company here." He said at last, getting up and moving to the other side of the table with his lackeys.

"You better run!" Tuffnut called after them.

"I think we've just made an archenemy. This year may not be too bad after all." Snotlout gloated, leaning back and looking rather pleased with himself.

"Yeah! Wait… who's our archenemy?" Tuffnut asked.

"That Malfoy kid." Snotlout said automatically, used to Ruffnut and Tuffnut's stupidity by now.

"Awesome. One day and we already have an archenemy!" Ruffnut exclaimed, giving her brother a high five.

"Yeah! That's a new record, even for us!" Tuffnut grinned.

"' My father will hear about this! Well _my _father says that's stupid! You wait till I tell my father.' Ugh." Snotlout imitated.

"All our dad tells us is that we give him a headache and to go into another room." said Ruffnut rather bluntly.

Just then, the dishes cleared. The Headmaster stood up, smiling fondly at all of the students.

"Welcome to another year at Hogwarts!" he said in a clear voice. "This year, we have a new staff appointment. The post of Defense Against the Dark Arts will be taught by Professor Gobber!" he gestured to a large man with a long, blonde mustache, who waved cheerfully when introduced.

Hiccup was suddenly extremely tired, so tired that he stopped listening to the rest of Dumbledore's announcements. There was something about a third floor corridor being off limits but he very nearly fell asleep before being told it was time for bed. He wondered if there was some sort of sleeping potion in the pumpkin juice.

Just then, Dumbledore announced that it was time for bed. Hiccup got up, thankful to at least be able to move around so he wouldn't fall asleep on the table. The Hufflepuff prefects that were assigned to directing the first years were a boy named Matt, who had a strange affinity for fezzes, and a girl named Jenny, who was soft spoken but seemed to understand the first years' nervousness. They led the first years down a staircase and past a portrait of a bowl of fruit.

Matt turned to face them when they arrived at a wall with a barrel off to the side. "All right, to get into the Hufflepuff common room, tap the barrel right here to the rhythm of Helga Hufflepuff." He demonstrated on the barrel and the wall slid open. "Don't bring any students from other houses here! If you do, a barrel of vinegar will spill all over them. Filch will not appreciate that. You've been warned."

They led the group of kids into the common room. Matt and Jenny turned around and this time, Jenny spoke.

"This is the common room. It's very comfortable and we'd like to keep the volume to a reasonable level so please don't shout." she said softly.

"We have to be quiet? Boring…" Tonks muttered to Hiccup, who smiled.

"Boys dormitories are to the left and up the stairs. I'll take the boys." said Matt, leading the boys in the direction of the dormitories.

"Girls dormitories are to the right and up the stairs. Girls, come with me." he heard Jenny say.

Tonks gave Hiccup a rather disappointed look as she followed the girls. Hiccup shrugged. They would see each other in the morning. He was glad that he'd managed to make a friend so fast.

When Matt reached their dormitory, he turned to face them.

"This is your dormitory. There isn't any curfew for the common room but keep the lights in this room off after 10. If you want to do some late night studying, do that in the common room. All first years need to be back in their common rooms by 8 pm. I'll leave you to get settled." he said and left, probably to socialize with his peers in the fifth year dormitories.

The boys looked around the dormitory for a second before the boy called Justin spoke up.

"Are we assigned beds or do we just choose one?" he asked.

Ernie brightened up. "Dibs on the one farthest from the door!" he exclaimed, bolting toward it.

"I don't really care, just so long as it's more comfortable than cold wooden planks." said Hiccup, shrugging noncommittally.

Zacharias turned to stare at him. "Is that how Muggles sleep?" he asked.

Hiccup faltered for a bit. "No comment."

"So what kind of name is Hiccup anyway? Who would want to be named after an involuntary reflex?" Zacharias asked, taking the bed next to Ernie's.

Hiccup let Justin take the bed next to Zacharias and took the bed closest to the door. To Zacharias, he said, "Apparently my parents didn't think about the long term consequences."

Zacharias shook his head. "Muggles are weird. I'm glad I'm pureblood."

Hiccup rolled his eyes. "I bet you are."

He liked the bright yellow covers and the rich, ebony colored mahogany of the bedposts. It vaguely reminded him of a bee but he had always liked bees for some reason. Not in swarms, of course, but the creatures had always fascinated him. He felt the soft covers and was glad that he would be sleeping comfortably for the next few months.

The other boys continued to talk amongst themselves but he didn't pay attention to them. He loved the dormitory. There was something so warm and inviting about it. He slowly changed into his pajamas and climbed into bed. Tuning out the noises of the other boys, he drifted off to sleep at last, more excited than he had ever been in his life.


	4. The First Class

_Yes I know I haven't updated in a long time. No, I don't plan on updating that regularly since I'm hard at work on my Growing Up Haddock series but I figured you all had waited long enough and I got a great idea today. That's mostly what held me back, lack of ideas._

_The schedule is going to change dramatically because I'm not organized to come up with one for all four Houses. I'll try to avoid saying what day of the week it is just to make it easier for you all._

* * *

><p><strong>The First Class<strong>

* * *

><p>Hiccup wasn't sure how to react to the barrage of owls swarming into the Great Hall with no warning. No one had told him this would happen and so when they all came barreling in at once, he put his hands over his head, convinced that they were under some sort of attack by wizards disguising themselves as owls (why they'd picked that form instead of something more sinister like bats was a mystery to him). For a moment, he wondered why so many people around him were laughing. And then, when he removed his arms from the top of his head, he felt incredibly sheepish when no one else was reacting in such a fashion. In fact, most people acted like nothing had happened at all.<p>

First day at school and he'd already embarrassed himself. And classes hadn't even started yet. It was eight in the morning and he wanted to evaporate. This wasn't an unusual feeling as he'd gone through similar experiences in Muggle schools but he'd hoped he would have been able to get a bit farther into his first week without humiliating himself.

A hand slapped him on the back and very nearly fell into his plate of eggs and bacon. He turned to face Tonks, who had decided to sit down next to him moments later. She had apparently claimed him as her friend, though the reasons she had chosen him instead of someone who didn't look like a deer in the headlights all the time were beyond him.

"We deliver mail by owls." she said instead of a greeting. "And they come by every morning. So unless you have a severe phobia of birds-"

"I'm not scared of them. I just... didn't want to deal with owl droppings in my hair." This was a lie but Hiccup thought it was a rather good one.

"They're trained to wait until they're in the Owlry to do that." Tonks said, sliding next to him. "You going to eat that bacon?"

"There's plenty on the plate right there." Hiccup gestured to the plate directly in front of them.

"So there is. See? We all need a little help." Tonks took a fistful of the bacon and placed it on her plate.

Hiccup suspected that this was a futile (not to mention _weird_) attempt to make him feel better but he decided that it was awfully nice. He liked this odd girl with her bright purple hair and extremely outgoing demeanor. She wasn't the kind of person he had expected to befriend (he suspected that his best friend would be his trunk) but he was glad for the company.

Transfiguration was the first subject of the day. Hiccup and Tonks followed the small crowd of first years they saw leave the Great Hall only to discover that they were Gryffindors and that they were standing outside of the Charms classroom, not the Transfiguration one. Alarmed at how few minutes they had left, they sprinted all over the hallways in a mad attempt to find their classroom when the Fat Friar took pity on them and pointed to the correct classroom just in time for their lesson. They burst into the room as the bell rang and flung themselves into seats at the back of the class. The other Hufflepuffs rolled their eyes at them but stayed silent. Their teacher seemed to be running late.

And then the cat on the desk became the teacher. Hiccup recoiled slightly. He hadn't been expecting that. He hoped that not all witches and wizards could do that because if so, he didn't want to suddenly become a cat without knowing how to stop being a cat. What if he became a different animal? Was there a muscle he had to flex? Did he have to be carrying his wand?

His somewhat panicked worrying caused him to miss a lot of what the professor (apparently these teaching witches and wizards weren't called teachers after all) was saying. She gave him a stern look and his bright green eyes widened.

"Mr... Haddock, is it?" she asked.

Hiccup nodded.

"I thought perhaps you might like to assist me in the first demonstration." she continued, gesturing to the front of the class.

All eyes were on him. Hiccup shakily rose to his feet and shuffled to the front of the class. He never much liked oral reports in school and he liked performing in front of an audience even less so he hoped his stomach, which felt like it was completely filled with a combination of fluttering butterflies and writhing snakes, would stay calm enough for him to get through the demonstration.

Professor McGonagall's voice wasn't loud per-se but it was dominating. She didn't seem to need to raise her voice to keep the class under control. Hiccup, on the other hand, did not have this gift. He listened to her explain the spell he needed to recite and the wand movements necessary to transfigure a match into a needle. Thinking that this was a completely useless skill, he pointed his wand at it and did exactly as she said.

Nothing. The match remained unmoved and un-transfigured. Hiccup bit his lip. Perhaps he wasn't a wizard after all.

"Mr. Haddock has demonstrated exactly what _not_ to do when attempting to perform any incantation." Professor McGonagall stated clearly. Hiccup's face went pink. "However it is a _very_ common beginner's mistake and not anything to be ashamed of. Can anyone tell me what he did wrong?"

No hands raised. The Professor didn't seem surprised by her class's confusion. She knew it was their first class on their first day and students so rarely made correct guesses even after years of study.

"Mr. Haddock has done exactly what I said however he failed to realize that simply obeying commands is only part of the work. The rest is entirely up to him." Professor McGonagall said briskly. Hiccup was completely bewildered but she continued after a short pause. "In order to perform a spell correctly, one must concentrate on its outcome. It isn't enough to merely say the words. You have to _mean_ them."

Well, Hiccup thought, this actually made quite a bit of sense. If science was a purely logic based subject, magic, which was sort of outside of science, had to be emotionally and creatively based. Perhaps magic wasn't so strange after all.

Professor McGonagall instructed him to attempt the spell once more. This time, Hiccup concentrated very hard on the outcome. The match turned silver. It wasn't pointy but it was definite progress and before he knew it, the boy had earned his House ten points.

Not bad for a first class, if Hiccup did say so himself.

* * *

><p>When Snotlout had been accepted to Hogwarts, he hadn't thought that his first class would be <em>gardening<em>. Well it was called Herbology but... yes, it was glorified gardening. And he shared this class with the Ravenclaws! Still, the greenhouse was filled with plants he'd only seen in pictures. His mother hadn't let him near the garden as a child for fear he would tear it up. The twins' parents seemed to have made the same decision because the second they arrived, they inspected every inch of the place, culminating in the Professor having to extricate Tuffnut's nose from a plant that resembled a Venus flytrap. Snotlout could have sworn he heard it giggle as he turned back to the front of the class.

"Now that you're all settled," Professor Sprout (a name that made Snotlout wonder if she had gotten it legally changed to fit her profession) said with a cheerful smile. "Does anyone know the most useful spell in Herbology when dealing with more dangerous types of plants?"

Several Ravenclaw hands went up. Snotlout rolled his eyes. _Typical_.

"Yes, what's your name?"

"Fishlegs, Professor."

Professor Sprout blinked in mild surprise but recovered. This year was full of bizarre names.

"Right then, Fishlegs, to which spell am I referring?"

"The fire-conjuring spell, _Incendio_." Fishlegs replied automatically.

"Excellent! Ten points to Ravenclaw!" Professor Sprout exclaimed gleefully. "And can you tell me why this is such an important spell?"

"Most plants are weakened by fire, thus a witch or wizard needs to keep this spell mind if they're ever threatened." Fishlegs said, sounding more like he was quoting the textbook rather than using his brain.

"Wait, so we get to learn how to make fire? Awesome!" Tuffnut shouted.

Many of the Ravenclaws glared at the male twin, who grinned unabashedly. Professor Sprout acted as if this interruption hadn't happened at all.

"Now this is a simple spell but, since fire is a dangerous weapon, the first spell we're going to learn is the water conjuring spell. Can anyone tell me the incantation?"

More Ravenclaw hands went into the air. Professor Sprout called on a boy called Terry Boot, who supplied the spell. Snotlout could tell that the Ravenclaws would be incredibly annoying classmates. Their propensity to show off how much they already knew was insufferable.

"Now we're going to practice the water conjuring spell in front of these ordinary poppies." Professor Sprout said, gesturing to the pots in front of each student. "Try to water them with the spell. I've charmed them to grow each time you succeed. The student with the tallest poppies at the end of class will earn twenty points for his or her House."

As everyone suspected, the second Fishlegs recited the spell, water spurted from his wand and the bright red flowers began to steadily grow. Heather was the next student to master the spell and the smug look on her face as her poppies began to rival Fishlegs' was beginning to make the Slytherins both irritable and slightly nauseated. Luna attempted the spell and it worked perfectly but she must have been doing something wrong because the stems curled into ringlets instead of growing straight up. The twins tried several times to get water to come out of their wands using the spell they had just heard (even if they did butcher its syllables terribly) but nothing happened. Finally, Ruffnut grew tired of her attempts and poked the soil with her wand. Dirt exploded in all directions, dusting all of the Slytherins and a good number of Ravenclaws. Tuffnut burst out laughing, causing Fishlegs to lose concentration and accidentally shrink his poppies the tiniest bit.

"I'm starting to see why so many people look down on our House." Draco said irritably, wiping dirt off of his face. "Seems to attract a lot of idiots. There should be a separate House for them. I'll write to my-"

"Father. I know." Snotlout rolled his eyes. "And while you're at it, tell him they need to put in a little shop by the Great Hall."

Draco glared at him, making Snotlout beam. He didn't have any siblings so this was the close to being obnoxious to his peers as he could get.

"You think you're _so_ funny." Draco retorted, narrowing his eyes.

"Not _funny_. Unbelievably handsome, yes. Undeniably awesome, of course." Snotlout smirked.

"The fact that you have such an inflated opinion of yourself is outrageously funny." Draco said, turning back to his pot and trying his best to water the seeds.

Snotlout decided not to dignify that comment with a response. Of course he was awesome and handsome. But he didn't need anyone like Draco Malfoy to tell him that. In truth, he didn't hate the boy. Draco was annoying, yes, but Snotlout was beginning to greatly enjoy picking on him. Better him than someone like Hiccup who probably wouldn't fight back.

In the end, Heather managed to come out of the class with the tallest poppies. Fishlegs was extremely disappointed but brightened when he decided that Ravenclaw had won twenty points anyway so he didn't need to be too ashamed that his poppies were a centimeter shorter than his friend's.

Snotlout hated to admit it, but he'd actually had an almost fun time gardening. But he would definitely deny it if anyone asked. Gardening was for girls, no matter how much fun it was.

* * *

><p>Astrid smirked slightly upon seeing her friend from yesterday cover his head with his hands the second the owls flew into the Great Hall. She figured that it was a normal occurrence judging by the lack of surprise from older students. She ate slowly, taking in all the sights and sounds of the Great Hall during the day. For a few minutes, she was having a good time looking around but then Ron Weasley parked himself in her line of vision and ruined the moment.<p>

"You going to eat that?" he asked, pointing to the remainder of her eggs. "They're all out."

"What?" Astrid blinked a few times and looked down. "Oh... no, probably not. Why do you ask?"

The idea of leaving food uneaten seemed to be truly horrifying for the redhead. "Can I have them then?" he asked.

Astrid pushed her plate toward him and rested her chin on her hand, absentmindedly tapping her cheek with the tips of her fingers. But then Ron's rather loud and jarring voice brought her back to reality after a few seconds.

"My brothers say Charms is a cakewalk." he said rather loudly, more to Harry than to Astrid.

"I don't think any classes are going to be _easy_, Ron." Hermione sat down right next to Astrid and leaned forward. "And it's healthy to challenge yourself."

Ron turned to Harry and spoke in a low voice so the bushy haired girl couldn't hear him. "Is she for real?"

"Oh lay off." Astrid whispered, kicking his leg under the table.

Hermione, who was reaching for a pear, didn't notice this brief exchange. Ron made a face.

"I _hate_ pears. Do me a favor and don't ever let me eat one." he said, changing the subject instantly. Astrid began to suspect that this would be typical behavior coming from him.

"But they're good for you." Hermione shook her head slightly, almost like she was reminding herself to be patient with the boy.

Ron, on the other hand, didn't want to be patient with the girl. He opened his mouth to retort when Harry decided that it was a good time to interrupt.

"So what else have your brothers said about Charms?"

Astrid listened to Ron prattle on about a few stories about someone named Bill (she suspected that he was one of the aforementioned brothers) setting fire to the curtains and being put in detention. She found the story rather amusing and before she knew it, the first years were making their way to the classroom. Astrid caught a glimpse of two Hufflepuffs following them but they soon disappeared.

Charms was taught by a short professor who stood on a pile of books at the front of the class. He began the lesson by calling roll, which Astrid thought was sort of pointless as all available seats were taken, thus there couldn't be anyone absent. Either way, the small man finished roll and began to talk to them about the importance of the subject.

Now Astrid was no expert on all things magic (or _any_ things magic) but she couldn't imagine how making inanimate objects dance could ever be considered useful. Now the spell Professor Flitwick was now describing sounded vital to survival, not to mention making torches unnecessary.

"Now you simply hold up your wand, like this, and say _Lumos_." said the professor, demonstrating the spell.

The wand's tip lit up, bathing the classroom in an odd glow. Astrid smiled. No more changing batteries. That was a definite plus.

The class was instructed to practice the spell. Astrid held up her wand and said the incantation. The wand's tip glowed dimly but try as she might, she couldn't make it brighter. Hermione, in her enthusiasm, nearly blinded the class. This led to the professor's impromptu lecture on spell safety and proper concentration on spells. That being said, Hermione won Gryffindor ten points for mastering the spell on the first try. Ron looked disgusted and Astrid was beginning to understand why. Harry seemed to prefer to ignore Hermione's propensity to show off. This may have been because he didn't have any more success than Astrid. This may also have been because Seamus Finnigan had put a large scorch mark into the table and it was steadily growing.

"Ah, ah, ah Mr. Finnigan, we must properly enunciate." Professor Flitwick said, shaking his head and removing the rapidly growing scorch mark with a flick of his wand. "Enunciation is key in spell casting. One improperly spoken spell can have dangerous consequences. Can anyone tell me why?"

Hermione's hand shot into the air but Astrid had a theory and decided to take a chance. She tentatively raised her hand and Professor Flitwick beamed.

"Yes, Miss Hofferson?"

"Well I'm sure a lot of spells sound alike. If you mumble or say it wrong, you could cast the wrong spell." she said, enjoying the incredibly disappointed look on Hermione's face.

"Precisely! Five points to Gryffindor." said the professor.

As the professor continued to speak, Ron leaned forward and decided to completely ignore him. "Astrid, right?"

"Yes." said Astrid, trying to concentrate on making the spell a bit stronger.

"I can't get the spell to work at all and Harry's no help." Ron said. "How are you doing that?"

"Concentration." her wand tip extinguished. "Why don't you ask Hermione for help?"

"Because I don't want to hear about the history of the spell, the finer points of its casting, or long winded speeches about what I'm doing wrong."

Astrid glanced over at Hermione and decided that Ron probably had a fair point. But before she could reply, the bell rang, signaling the end of class. As the students packed up their belongings, Professor Flitwick reminded them to practice the spell.

Astrid slung her bag over her shoulder and began to walk toward the next class. Ron and Harry caught up with her.

"Want to sit with us next class?" Harry asked amiably.

"Why do you ask?"

"Because you're smart but not annoying." Ron said with all the tact of a raging rhinoceros.

"That's not exactly the reason." Harry rolled his eyes. "But apparently Professor Binns is the most boring teacher of all time. At least according to some of the older students."

Astrid smiled. "Okay then." she said, glad that she had managed to at least make a few friendly acquaintances.

* * *

><p><em>All right, you waited a long time for an update and this one probably is sort of disappointing but hey, I updated! Now I can wait a few more months to update again!<em>

_I have an idea for getting all the HTTYD kids together on a frequent basis but I thought putting them in classes first would give you an idea of how they perform. I really look forward to the flying lessons, I've had a few ideas about that for a long time._

_Don't forget to review!_

_~KateMarie999_


End file.
